
The
The Original 'Col. Sellers.'

SELLERS" was a Lamp^ton, and a tolerably near

relative of my mother's; and when
lie was alive, poor old airy soul,

.
one of the earliest things a stranger
was likely to hear from his lips was

some reference to the "head of our

line," flung off with a painful casualnessthat was wholly beneath
criticism as a work of art. It compelledinquiry, of course: it was Intendedto compel it. Then followed
the whole disastrous history of how
the Lampton heir came to this
country a hundred and fifty years
or so ago, disgusted with that foolishfraud, hereditary aristocracy,
and married, and shut himself away
from the world in the remoteness
of the wilderness, and went to
breeding ancestors of future AmericanClaimants, while at home in
England he was given up as dead
and his titles and estates turned
over to his younger brother, usurper
and personally responsible for the
perverse and unseatable usurpers
of our day. And the Colonel always
spoke with studied and courtly defThe

Bool
By EDWARD

PUBLICITY.
(Several Laps After Gilbert.)

The story I propose to tell
Concerns the life of Jasper Bell,
Whereby who runs and reads uiay

see
The Power of Publlcitee.

Publicity made Jasper great;
Publicity was Jasper's Fate.
It raised him high to fame and bliss
And then.but read the rest of this.

By hook or by, it may be, crook,
Our Jasper wrote a brilliant book.
"My book," said he, "will make a

stir!"
And sent it to a publisher.
The publisher did not delay
But sent the MS back straightway,
auu jasper, sungumusi ui men.

As straightway sent it out again.
Well, not to waste too many rimes,
This happened some two dozen

times,
And at the twenty-fourth rejection,
"This," Jasper said, "requires inspection!

"Demonstrably, it seems to me,
My book has verve, elan, esprit.
And yet.there is no room to err.

It simply has not made a stir!

"Press agents are a canny lot,
They know who's who and what is

what;
To agent Protlieroe I'll whiz,
lle'll tell me what the trouble is."

He whizzed to agent Protheroe
And told him briefly of his woe.

The agent said, "It's clear to me
That what you need's Publicitee.

"No doubt your book may fire the
blood.

Without my help it's just a dud;
It may be, au contraire, a mess,
But I can make it a success.

"To sell your book were vain to try
Unless you're in the public eye."
"I'll leave it," Jasper said, "to you;
Just tell me wliafl have to do."

I've not been told the agent's plan,
And since I am a truthful man
His scheme remains forever bill;
However, here's what Jasper did:

Each day he donned an overcoat
And bathed in tepid creosote.
He started wearing Grecian skirts.
Pink gloves and double breasted

shirts.

He pushed a penny with his nose

From Battery place to East Cohocs;
He dieted on peacocks' brains
And hunted flies in aeroplanes.
lie did new stunts with patient

vim.
Ainu' thn niihlip rnu'nrul ?i# tilmf

No matter what the thing he'd try,
The public closed the public eye.

And then at last the country woke,
For Jasper sprang a masterstroke:
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j World of
erence of the Claimant of his day. ]
a second cousin of his.and referredto him with entire seriousnessas "the Earl.". From the
"Autobiography oj Hark Twain" in
11Hn «.» " I

'

. .

A Grandfather's Library.
rpiIE walls there were filled with

bookcases and the bookcases
were tilled with the most valueless
books procurable. His Thackeray
was made hideous by the reprodue-
tions of Thackeray's hideous draw-
iugs; his Bulwer Lyttou was

printed in double columns, and his
Scott was a small Edinburgh edi-
tion of small type and depressing
steel engravings. I forget what the
Dickens was like.even then I
found Dickens stupid. One com-

prehensive set of English poetry.!
Pickering's, was as good as pos-1
sible; but what remained, William
Cullen Bryant, Emerson, Lowell,
couldn't well be duller. I tried
Cooper, without success. 1 rather
preferred Pepper and Salt, a collectionof proverbs.followed Peter
Ibbetson in Harper's Magazine, and
found a story by Whyman, Francis
Cludde, in a dusty and unpromising
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lie (true, it was the least bit raw)
Obeyed the Prohibition I.aw!

At once there sounded wild acclaim;
The nation rang with Jasper's

name;
The papers gave him front page

space;
News weeklies teemed with Jas

per's face.

The publishers who'd turned him;
down

And on bis book bestowed a frown.
With self-condemnatory squirms
Now begged for it on any terms.

He sold it (don't know how much
for);

It made an absolute furor;
The play ran several hundred

nights;
Quince Pictures bought the movie

rights.
Thus Fortune to our Jasper came;
Thus he arrived at name and fame
As agent P. had said he would.
And Jasper saw that it was good.
He rose. Alas! would that were all,
But there's no rise without its fall,
And Jasper's was a frightful flop!.
He'd started.but he couldn't stop.

"Publicity" became to him<
For "breath of life" the synonym;
We, reader, better balanced, float

itHesimply couldn't live without it.

He could not sleep, he could not eat,
He could not saunter down the

street
In anything like peace of mind
Without six camera meu behind.

Each day he'd read the papers thru
(It was his daily custom to).
The Star, the Bcc, the Globe, the !

Calf.
From coast to coast he read them

all. i '
J

He counted tliat day lost whose low '

Descending Brooklyn Sun had no
(Excusethe gag) wild yarn to

splatter.
With Jasper as its subject matter.

If printed on an inside page '

He'd seethe with apoplectic rage
And with a terrifying roar

Berate the cringing editor.

Each day he found the longed for l

blurb
With naught his pleasure to disturb
Until be oped, one fatal morn,
The Zambo County (Okla.) Horn.

Poor Jasper's broatli cainc thick
and fast,

"What's this? What's this?" he
choked at last, <

itere la a paper (can it Per)
Without a word concerning ME! s

(
"Here's Quake Wrecks Totrn on ,

A mazon j
A cd Cops Raid Joint While Crowds

Look On; <

HERALD, SUNDAY, F]

Letters as
lile. The rest were, mainly, rub ]
seription editions, but not Paul de
Kock.though I found a copy of
Cousine Bette buried deep in a

closet.no, they were portfolios of
engraved masterpieces of art; eini-
uent men, among which mygrandfather.securingthe sale of at least
two sets.was invariably nrcsetit-

and elaborate affairs, bound always
in tooled dark leather, biographical
or having to do with the Protestant
Church.. From "Tintypes' By
Joseph Jlcrgesheime, hi the "llerieirer."

» * *

Scene of 'The Merry Men."
"DKRHAPS not so many as have

read "Kidnapped" are acquaintedwith " The Merry Men,"
though it is a singularly xrttstic
short story, even more intimately
and completely associated with this
island. It was Stevenson's tirst
literary use of his memories of
Earraid, and his remark to Graham
Balfour, "I began with the feeling
of one of those islands on the west
coast of Scotland, aud I gradually
developed the story to express the
sentiment with which that coast I
affected me," shows how he not so

Here's Croicd Looks On While Bank
Crooks Flee,

But not a word concerning ME!

"At once I'll telegraph to warn

The editor of this here Horn
How greatly I'm annoyed that he
Has not a word concerning ME!"

He telegraphed to that effect.
At once an answer came collect.
Its tone was gruffly rude."And
AVho the (never mind)," it said, "are

you?"
I

As when the surges smite the rock
Poor Jasper reeled beneath the

nk^lr
"UWL"'

His brain grew sick, his eyes grew
dim.

This oaf had never heard of him!

From that day forth he peaked and
pined;

He could not get it off his mind.
He would not read the papers more
And showed the cameramen the

door. i
He brooded.could not sleep at

night.
He lost his healthy appetite.
He grew more pale and thin each

day,
Until at last he passed away.

"Forgetting, by the world forgot,"!
They laid him in his burial plot.
The papers ran but one short line.
Twas "Died. J. Bell, aged 31i."

The reason? 'Tis not far to seek.
They had another chap that week
Who into lasting fame had slid.
I can't recall Just what lie did.

The onlv thine I rerillv know
Is.he was boomed by Protheroe,
Aud if I lind his story's true,
Some day I'll tell about him too.

BaUON lltlXAMI.

Not since Carolyn Wells filled half
our column for us have v»<> felt
so happy as Baron Ireland's merry
itanzas have made us. The Baron
Is one of the ablest employes of
The Book Factory and we intend to
give him a bonus. You gotta treat
,-our help right, as Frank Tanaen-
Mum points out in "The I>abor
Movement."
Baron Ireland, by the way, is old

Mate Salsbury who has had so many
pomes and skits in I.ifc in the past
lew years that he ought to be rich

so. Then he'll be able to write
oftener for us.

Salsbury. who isn't as well known
as he ought to be, is one of the
!x>st light versifiers in the land. As
long as we can remember F. 1*. A.'s
:olyum his nom tie plume has decoratedit. East year the boss of the
Conning Tower called Salsbury's
"Christmas Rondel" one of the best
rondels in the language.

OH, THOSE LEFTIIAXDERS!
When we were at Camp Merritt,

ane of the men in our outfit was .:
'Itube" Dreader, the eoinix:tent
southpaw of the Cincinnati lleds. ',
Dne day some one handed ltul>o a

?opy of Cooper's "The Spy" to read. !,
itube, after reading tor a few minates,was seen to rip some pages out
>t the book. Then he r< d on. In
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Others See
much set the story in this particular
place as built up the action to suit
the island atmosphere he loved. All
who have read that "fantastic
sonata about the sea and wrecks"
know that the action and, indeed,
the characters owe their nature to
the situation and topography of the
island..From "Eilean Earraid: the
Beloved Isle of Robert Louis Steven-
son." By Llewellyn Jf. Buell in \!
"ScribTier's."

* * *

Hearn in New Orleans.
TJOSSIBL there was no more

uneventful period in Hearn's
(

life than the few comfortable years
he spent in New Orleans, working
for subsistence on the daily papers
and boarding with Mrs. Courtney, I,
who lived above a grocery on the
corner of Gasquet and Kobeiison
streets. Although it was there, in
the two rooms that he occupied,
that he wrote his first books, " Stray i

Loaves from Strange Literature" 1

(dedicated to Page M. Baker),
"Gombo Zhebes," "Some Chinese ;

Ghosts," "Chita" (dedicated to Dr. I

Rodolfo Matas) and his wonderful !
series of. translations from the:'
French, llearn and this landlady;*

a few minutes he tore out some ':
more pages. : i
"Wiiat are you doing, Itube?" we 1

asked iiim.
"Improving the hook," he replied i

as he serenely ripped out another i

chapte^
"Whaddye mean.improving it?";1

we asked liim.
"I'm tearing out the dull naits," '

said ltube. "It wili be a better book !

when I get through; and the next
guy will have an easier job reading '

it." With which the Rube proceeded
to rip out another chapter.

QUATRAIN FROM MARTIAL 1

(Book 1.XXXI J)
I love thee not, Sabidius. Why?
I know not. I can but reply.
(No other answer have I got).
Sabidius, O I love thee not!

Perhaps Martial gave Tom Drown
.bless his merry seventeenth centurysou.! .the idea for his well
known:

I do not love thee. Doctor Fell.
The reason why I cannot tell;
Rut this alone I know full well. 1
I do not love thee. Doctor Fell!

Just as we were ready to give j'
the Century Company the manuscript j'
of our now hook " t

" (what do you think of 1

the title?), we discovered that one
of our verse chapter hcadinps, a

triolet, had ten lines, or two too
many. It took us half a day to make
a smooth correction of the blunder.
When we told this to Ferdinand K.
Flick, the well-known head clerk of
Buekel's Bookshop, and author of
"Mothrr Nature," he laughed and
said, "What a waste of time' You
are too much concerned with form
One of my best sonnets contains
seventeen lines."

v

Personal.Will the render who y
sent us two contributions from Canadaplease send us his name and j
address?

FROM A JtEVIEWER'S NOTEBOOK f
This is a first novel of sufficient j

merit to make one hope that it will (
not be the author's last. ... j cThis nnvpl tr-lla tV*/v v

of a man's love for a woman. . . . 1
<1

It is a pity that so able a writer
could not resist the temptation to resortto melodrama in Chapter XVI.

This Brim account of life in darkestHarlem has unquestionable jtower.. . .

litre is an Intelligent piece of
story-telling for those who are tired
ttf tl'.e -.-irkly svntinu ulalM) of the
second-raters. . . .

Do yon wish to forget the drahness
ttf everyday life? Then read this
delightful romance of the South ea

Islands, this beautiful story hit.v a

laded business man found love and
contentment In picturesque Tahiti.

In "'Pogasuepirations" Lemuel Latarro,the well known pin t, has
brought together many of his epics
af modern life. Th- r d: is di&tp-
pointing and prove- n :in that
?ood magazine verse does not aeees-
airily make a goo ! book.
When these i>o m.: appeared indi-

Vid illy one 1 iieir

! It
became great friends t"both being
Irish," as she boasted); and it
proved to be one friendship, at least,
to which he was faithful. He wrote
to her from the West Indies and
from Japan; wrote her when he
married and when his children were
born. And during the years he
luiarrfwl with hor wh/>nover ho loft

the city in search of literary material,he always wrote to her as he
might have <loiie to a mother..
1'rom. -Lafiadio Ileum and Denny
Corcoran." Ry Lucille Hutland »>t
the "Double Drain."

Genius and Affliction.
TTISTORY teems with examples

of artists crippled with sensoryinrAifficiencies. llomcr and
Milton were blind. Beethoven was

ileaf. These exceptions do not disprovethe rule. It is rational to
inmne that Homer. like Milton,
was afflicted late In life. Beethoven's
hearing deserted him completely
it 54; by that time he had composed
lie Ninth Symphony and the Missa
Solemnis, his noblest works..From
'tt hat .Vales a Genius." liy AlexanderL ndcy iu the "Art Rericic."

shrillness, tlirir strident note. In
xs>k form this failing is all too apt»arent.The author is reminded that
!Ia!Iioi>e, the muse of epic poetry. Is
riot -a steam calliope. II" shrieks too
nucli; he is too hysterical.
Although, on the whole, the book

s rotten, we cxjieot fine things from
this author. He has a rare gift for
thrasing .as evidenood by such poignantpassages as < insert anything}.
and the spelling and punctuation aiw
xeellent throughout. . . .

OUR OWN QUKSTIOX BOX.
Sir: Who is the author of he

worn beginning.
Purple grapes.
Yellow banahas.
Bed apples.
Blue plums.
orange oranges.
All in the pint, of condithm.
On a irush-cart.
MIGUKL. l i KOKINBKKO.

lYexiUcnt, Bronx Bowline and
Poetry dub.)

We are tH»t sure; but it sounds
Ike one of the early |hh.ids of Amy
xivrcll..Ed. lloolc Factory.

Mr.: I am trying to locate a ponlotcalled "My onstHtv Soul." Can
ou help me? The fir-* qua train,
vliirh follow.s. may give you a clew:
vVhere were my eyes when I marriedstupid Jake?
Life with the lioor is one prolongedregret.

iVhile I am -lecturing ut tl»c club on
Blake

.

lie eits iier'jsing the Police G«zcllr.
HKARTBKOKBN.

"My Sensitive Soul" is by Carol
fvennicott, author of "The Gopher
Yairic Blues."./;</. Jiook Factory.

AFTER READING SIMEON
jTRl'XRKY'S DELIGHTFUL. " IXRADAND HIS FRIENDS."
Alien weary of t:>e simian books
With which my shelves are lined

t heartens me to put my hooks
Upon the Simeon kind.
We'd like to add that Rinnan

ttrunsky has our vote fur the lTosileneyof the Cap-and-Bdle>-Lettre*
'lub that we recently started in this
fllumn. Strunsky, we thing, cornlinesfun and thought as Eucccssfulyas any one writing in America toiay.
I fit H unnnir

KILKKY-UUROUNDELAYS
By EDWARD ANTHONY

E R A L D readers
have had much

of Mr. Anthony in
"The Book Factory." ^
In this book they have
a feast of him."MerryGo-Roundelays"is a

regular Roman banquetof variegated de-
lights. Profusely illustratedwith line drawings.(At allbookstores.$1.50. Pub-
lished by The Century
Co., 353 Fourth Ave.,
New York city.)


